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Quest For Fire 


Author's Notes: 
This is a direct sequel to Where Eagles Dare ( https://wwwrockfic.com/story/3554/I ) - enjoy! 


The members of Iron Maiden climbed aboard their bus in the early evening, having enjoyed a day at the State 
Fair since they had a two-day break between shows. Steve headed straight for his bunk, to stow his remaining 


candy floss where there was no chance his bandmates would ‘mistake’ it for theirs. 


After the revelations of earlier that day, when he and Steve had been stuck on the Ferris wheel when it broke 
down with them up top, Nicko was trying to think of the best way of trading rooms so that he would share 
with the bassist during their stay here. Bruce solved the problem almost immediately, when he looked at the 
big drummer with puppydog eyes. 


"Nicko, mate, I'm begging you.. go in with Harry tonight and let me have the single?" the singer pleaded. "| met 
a couple of people and suggested they meet me at the hotel for drinks and whatever, and I'm rather hoping 
that ‘whatever’ takes us to a room... only Rod said you're the one with the single room tonight" 


The drummer raised a brow. "Wot's in it fer me?" he asked. 
Bruce blinked. "Erm... | hadn't thought about it," he admitted. 


"A course ye ain't," Nicko grumbled "Davey, H, yer me witnesses.. Bruce owes me a favour | c'n call in 
anytime, yeah? Anyfink from ‘im givin’ up the single ta ‘im buyin’ dinner fer me an’ ‘Arry bofe. An‘ | say bofe, 
cos | might be givin’ up me privacy, but ‘Arry's gotta put up wif me snorin"" 


"Done," Bruce said. "Just do me a favour, yeah? If you decide on the dinner, I'll buy, but | get to pick the place 
- better than McDonald's, of course, but my pockets run more to fish and chips than to filet mignon and 
lobster, y'know?" 


"Yeah, s'fair," Nicko agreed. "Done." 
Dave gave the singer and drummer a grin. "Done and witnessed, mates." 


Nicko grinned back. "Fanks, mate." Looking up as Steve came back towards the rest of them, he informed the 
bassist, "Bruce begged me ta trade wif him tight, so's he c'n get up ta wotever wif summun he met at fair. 


Hope ye dun mind getting’ stuck wif me fer our stay ‘ere." 


Oh... yeah, s'fine," Steve said. "At least yer snorin' keeps a steady pace. Bruce talks in ‘is sleep, wif no pattern | 


c'n ‘ear. ‘E's way more likely ta wake me." 


"Good ta know," Nicko said with a grin. "Still, | got sum earplugs in me bag, ‘f ye decide ye need ‘em." 


Steve chuckled as the bus pulled up at the hotel. They all trooped inside; Dave and H headed straight for the 
bar, while Bruce, Nicko, and Steve headed up to their rooms. Bruce haphazardly tossed what little he'd 
unpacked back into his suitcase and then headed for Nicko's room. The big drummer was a little more 


methodical as he repacked his bag, then he swapped keys with the singer. 


“Ave fun," Nicko said with a chuckle as he walked out the door. Bruce followed him out and headed for the lift 
with a wave as the drummer made his way back to the room he'd now be sharing with Steve. He let himself in 
and set his bag down. "M glad Bruce wanted ta switch," he said softly. "Means we won't get awkward questions 
won'drin' why | offered ta give up the single." 


"Yeah," Steve agreed. He took a deep breath and walked over to Nicko, reaching around the bigger man to flip 
the security lock on their door. "Would ye.. would ye kiss me again?" he asked softly, his voice shaking but his 
gaze steady as he looked up at Nicko. 


“Anytime ye want me ta," the drummer said softly. Leaning down, he gently captured the bassist's lips with his 
own. Wrapping his arms around Steve, Nicko slowly deepened the kiss, a soft purr of pleasure escaping his 


throat. 


Steve blushed as he felt himself hardening at that sound, still finding it difficult to believe that the man he'd 
been covertly admiring for so long returned his feelings. He lifted one hand to Nicko's face, gently stroking his 
cheek, while his other hand slid down the drummer's back before hesitantly, almost shyly, moving further 
down to tentatively caress Nicko's arse. 


Nicko's breath caught as Steve's hand slipped down over his arse. "Feels gud," he whispered against Steve's lips. 


He nuzzled at the bassist's neck, smiling at hearing the smaller man moan. 
"Nicko.." Steve moaned, leaning into the taller man as his knees threatened to give way. 


Pulling Steve closer, Nicko shuffled them to the closer bed and sank down onto it, tugging Steve into his lap. "I 
wanna see ye," he whispered. "C'n | take yer shirt off?" 


"Yeah," Steve nodded, pulling back just enough for Nicko to tug his t-shirt over his head. Hesitantly, he asked, 
"C'n | take yers off?" 


"O'course," Nicko said, letting Steve pull his shirt off. "Blimey, yer amazin," he added, running a gentle hand 


down the smaller mar's side. 
Steve blushed, hiding his face against the bigger man's muscular shoulder. "M too skinny, nuffink special." 


"Yer too ‘ard on yerself," Nicko murmured. "Bludi ‘ell, yer sumfink special, ‘Arry. Yer the ‘andsomest bloke | 
ever seen, an’ a bludi genius musician, too." He gently tilted Steve's face up and leaned in for another kiss, 


which slowly went from tender to torrid. 


Steve melted into that kiss, shifting to wrap his arms around Nicko and press close, moaning softly at the 
skin-on-skin contact. His hands roamed the drummer's back, caressing the soft skin and solid muscles of the 
bigger man's shoulders. Unconsciously, he rocked his hips against the growing bulge in Nicko's trousers, even as 
he shyly slid one hand around to explore the blond's smooth chest. 


Nicko's breath caught as Steve's tentative caress brushed over his nipple, sending a jolt straight to his groin. 
‘Ohh... ‘kin ‘ell, ‘Arry.." he moaned, then grabbed the smaller man’s hips, holding him still. "Ye dunno how bad | 
wanna touch ye." 


"Please," Steve breathed. "Do it..." 


Nicko smiled warmly, his hand moving to cup the bulge in Steve's trousers, eliciting a louder moan. "Ye like 


this?" 


"Bludi ‘ell, yeah," Steve moaned, pressing into the touch. "I. God, Nicko.." He trailed soft kisses along Nicko's 


jawline, then slid his lips lower to suck lightly on the drummer's neck. 


"God, ‘Arry," Nicko groaned. He scooped up the smaller man and laid him on the bed before tugging the 
bassist's trousers and pants off. He licked his lips as he gazed down at Steve, his eyes warm. Hastily stripping 
off his own jeans and briefs, he settled down beside Steve, then he reached out to pull him closer. "Wot yer 


finki?" he asked softly. 
"Finkin' ‘ow much | wanna touch ye," Steve whispered. "Dunno wot 'm doin’, but | want ye." 


"Touch me all ye want," Nicko murmured. He slipped his hand up Steve's thigh, brushing lightly against his 


erection. 


"Nicko," Steve moaned, thrusting into that touch while his hands explored Nicko's chest in more detail. Leaning 
in once more, he nuzzled the drummer's neck, then after a moment's hesitation, dipped his head low enough to 
suck lightly on one pebbled nipple while letting his hands roam lower. He took a deep breath, then almost timidly 
curled his fingers around Nicko's erection and stroked slowly, feeling a little awkward but determined to please 


the bigger man. "M | doin okay?" he whispered. 


Nicko inhaled sharply. "Arry." he breathed, feeling his cock twitch at the bassist's actions. "D'ye know wot yer 
doin’ ta me? Been wantin’ ye Prever, but never fought I'd ‘ave a chance." His hand closed gently around Steve's 


shaft, brushing his thumb through the pre-cum leaking from the head and slowly stroking. 


Steve's breath caught as Nicko's big hand wrapped around him, his hips bucking into that touch. "Nick... please..." 
he begged. "l.. | can't..so gud...” 


"God ye look ‘ot," Nicko murmured, nuzzling Steve's ear. "Wanna watch ye comin’ fer me... dun ‘old back, luv." 
The drummer caressed the bassist's length, swirling his thumb over the sensitive head with each stroke. His 
other hand slide up the smaller man's body, fingers trailing through the mat of chest hair to tease at one 
pert nipple. 


Fire bloomed in the pit of Steve's belly as he writhed in Nicko's arms, gasping and moaning. The throbbing of 
the drummer's member in his hand only added to his excitement as he moved his hand faster in response to 
the blond's words. "Nicko... God.. gonna.. gonna.." he gasped, then stiffened and gave an inarticulate howl as he 


spilled himself over Nicko's hand and his own stomach. 


Nicko moaned at the sight and captured Steve's lips in a torrid kiss as he gently stroked the smaller man 
through the aftershocks of his climax. He moaned again when the bassist's callused fingers tightened around 
his member, stroking faster. "Oh God, ‘Arry.." he groaned, his hips bucking up into Steve's fist as he climaxed. 


Heedless of the mess, Steve wrapped his arms around Nicko, just clinging to the bigger man tightly. "Nicko," he 


whispered. "It wos... dunno ‘ow ta describe it. | never imagined..." 


Nicko held the bassist just as tightly, pressing a kiss to his temple. "Yeah," he agreed. "It wos." He reached 
blindly off the edge of the bed and grabbed his t-shirt from the floor, mopping the worst of the mess from 


their stomachs. Tossing the shirt back on the floor, he pulled Steve closer once more. "Are ye.. are ye gud wif 


wot we did?" he asked. "D'ye wanna be tgevver s a couple? | know we gotta keep it quiet cos a the band, but.. | 


wanna call meself yers, ‘Arry." 


Steve blushed, smiling softly as he leaned in to give Nicko a tender kiss. "M more'n gud wif it, Nicko. | wanna 


call meself yers, too." 


Still Life 


"Bruce, mate," Nicko said, dropping into the seat beside the singer as the bus approached San Francisco several 


days after their day off at that State Fair. "M callin’ in that favour ye owe me." 


"Knew | couldn't be so lucky as for you to forget that," Bruce said with a laugh. "Right, then, what am | doing 


for you?" 


"I wos finkin' ‘bout lettin’ ye buy dinner fer me 'n' ‘Arry," the big drummer said. "E said ‘e's got sum stuff 'e 
wants me ta look at, y'know, see ‘f | fink anyfink needs changin’ wif the drums ‘n all. | fought since we're settir 


up ‘n’ doin’ sound check tnight, we'd stay on after 'n' go over wotever ‘e's got fer me, ‘n' go eat after, yeah?" 


Bruce nodded slowly. "Well, that makes sense for why you want to do it like that, but | was supposed to pick 
the place for you, so's you'd not spend more than | can afford. Did you have somewhere in mind that you 


wanted to go?" 
Nicko shrugged. "Not 's if | know the place, dunno wots about. Wot d'ye fink ye c'n afford?" 


"| did say I'd spring for something better than fast food,” Bruce said, looking thoughtful. He pulled out his wallet 
and looked inside. "Right, think you two can eat well with $40? It ought to cover a decent dinner at a 


steakhouse or maybe an Italian restaurant, as long as you don't go to the poshest place in town" 


Nicko laughed his infectious laugh. "Right, mate, ye fink anyun‘d let the loiks uv me inta sum posh place? Not 's 
‘f me or ‘Arry got suits or anyfink ta try ‘n’ look proper even ‘f we wanted ta try goin’ sumplace posh." 


Bruce laughed as well. "Fair enough, mate, and you two enjoy whatever food you end up getting.” He pulled the 
cash from his wallet and handed it to Nicko. 


The big drummer took it with a smile and put it into his own wallet. "Fanks, mate! ‘Ave ye got plans uv yer 


own, seein's ye got the single again fer our time ‘ere?" 


"Well, that depends," Bruce said with a grin. "Maybe I'll see if Davey and H want to hit a pub, see if there's any 
fit birds about. But if they've plans of their own, | might go see what shows are to be found” 


"Sounds gud," Nicko agreed. He chatted with the singer for a few minutes longer, then made his way to the 
back lounge of the bus where Steve had several contracts spread out over the little table there. "Ye busy, 


‘Arry?" he asked, 


Steve shrugged. "Nuffink wot ‘as ter be done straightaway," he said. "Mostly ‘m checkin’ our ‘ospitality riders, 


y'know? Makin’ sure we get wot's been signed off on" 


"Makes sense," Nicko agreed, stepping fully into the lounge and shutting the door again. "Ye said ye wanted ter 
go over that new song wif me, so | fought we'd stay late after sound check. ‘N' then 'm gonna take ye out fer 


dinner, yeah?" 
"Wot, ye mean loik a date?" Steve asked softly, blushing. 


"Not ‘loik' a date, ‘tis a date," Nicko said firmly. "Been wantin ter take ye out fer a while now, cos as much fun 
as we ‘ave getting' off tgevver, ye mean more ta me than just that - ‘n' we bofe know San Francisco's least 
likely uv any US city ter ‘ave a problem wif two blokes out ter dinner tgevver." 


Steve smiled shyly. "Fanks, Nicko," he said quietly. "Means a lot, y'know?" 


Nicko smiled back and risked caressing Steve's cheek lightly and silently praying no one else chose that moment 
to come into the lounge. "Yeah, | do," he agreed. "Means a lot ter me, too." Unable to resist the warm 
expression in Steve's dark eyes, he leaned in for a swift yet tender kiss. "Ye fink ‘bout wot ye want fer dinner, 


yeah? 'N' once we're done wif sound check 'n' dinner bofe, we're roomin’ tgevver again tnight:" 


"M glad uv that," Steve said quietly, blushing even deeper red. "| been.. | been lookin forward ta spendin’ 


anovver night wit ye." 


"Same ‘ere," Nicko said. "Cos best part uv spendin’ that night wif ye, was wakin' up wif ye still in me arms." He 
chuckled warmly at Steve's scarlet cheeks and said, "Best ye pop inta the loo ‘n' splash sum water on yer face, 


‘fore sumun wonders wots got ye blushin' so ‘ard 


Steve couldn't help but laugh as well. "Yeah, s'pose so. Sumtimes | really ‘ate bein’ so shy." He did just that, 


returning a moment later looking more composed. "D'ye know ‘ow much longer ‘til we get ter the ‘otel?" 
Nicko shrugged. "Rod said ‘bout forty-five minutes, but | ain't sure ‘ow long ago 'e said it," he replied 


"Probably not long, then," Steve said. "I spose | should pack up, then" He started gathering up the contracts 
he'd been checking over, ordering them neatly by concert dates and then putting the stack into Rod's tiny 
stateroom/office before heading to the front seating area 


Nicko followed, grinning to hear Bruce and the guitarists enthusiastically discussing which strip clubs they'd 
visited on the previous tour and which ones they thought they should visit tonight. 


Within fifteen minutes, they reached the hotel and got checked in before hopping back on the bus to go to the 
venue for sound check. Afterwards, Dave paused to ask if Steve and Nicko were sure they didn't want to come 
out for a quick bite and then hit the clubs with himself, H, and Bruce, but Steve just repeated that he wanted 
to try to get ahead of the game for the next album and so wanted to take advantage of having both the time 
and the gear handy to work out the drums for a new song. 


Nicko then earned a laugh by pointing out that they'd probably have a better meal than the other three since 
he'd called in his favour from when Bruce wanted to trade for the single room and so the singer was financing 
their food. H earned a bigger laugh by turning to Bruce and announcing that he was always willing to trade 


away the single if it meant Bruce would buy him a nice dinner. 


Steve just shook his head with a grin and picked up his bass again as the other three left, still laughing and 
joking together. "Yer arright wif doin’ this? | mean, it c'n wait 'n' all, not ‘s'f we gotta get it done fer recordin’ 


yet." 


Nicko smiled. "Yeah, m gud wif it. Needs done sooner 'r later, yeah? More we get done now, less we gotta do 


later. Wot 'r ye wantin’ ter work on?" 
"Aint got a name fer it yet," Steve said. "But 'm finkin' the bass line's goes.." and he played the part. 


Nicko listened with his eyes closed for a long moment. "Right, then, wot yer fink uv this?" he asked, then 
started playing a basic rhythm before embellishing with fills and flourishes. 


They spent close to an hour tossing ideas between them before Steve's stomach growled. He blushed and Nicko 
laughed. 


"Guess that means dinner time, yeah?" Nicko said with a grin. "Did ye decide where ye wanna go?" 


"Was finkin' sumfink simple," Steve said. "D'ye eat seafood that ain't fish'n'chips? Down by water, there's places 


wot sell clam chowder in sourdough bread bowls." 


"Sounds gud ta me," Nicko agreed as they put on hats and sunglasses, then exited the venue. "Less chance uv 
runnin inta the blokes there, too, ‘f they're ‘eaded ta the strip clubs. | know yer wantin’ fer us ta stay under 


their radar 'n' all." 


Steve took a deep breath and reached for Nicko's hand and headed for the area he had in mind "I ain't... | ain't 
so bovvered ‘f they find out," he said softly. "Might even wanna tell ‘em b'fore they figure it out on their own 
‘S more that 'm worried wot might ‘appen ‘f word gets ‘round, y'know? Last fink we need is sum bludi idjit 
tabloid claimin’' Maiden's a band full uv fairies ‘'r sumfink. ‘N' more ta the point, thats not ‘ow | want me mum 


ta learn 'm interested in blokes." 


Nicko blinked. "Fuck me old boots, | never fought uv that. Ye got a gud point, though. Tabloids'd run a story loik 


that inna ‘eartbeat, ‘n | sure wouldn't want me mum ta learn ‘bout me tastes inna ‘eadline." 


"Well, | shouldn't fink we got much ta worry ‘bout ‘ere," Steve said. "Place I'm finkin' uv gets all kinds uv 


tourists, 'n' as ye said, San Francisco's kinda known fer not mindir two blokes out tgewver." 


"Gud, cos | want us ter ‘ave a special night, yeah?" Nicko said softly. 


"Arready is that," Steve said, blushing. "Our first date, innit?" 

Nicko smiled. "Yeah," he agreed. "So where's it we're goin’?" 

"Just down there," Steve said, gesturing down the pier to where they could see several kiosks selling sourdough 
bread bowls of steaming clam chowder. "N! | fought maybe ice creams after? Place called Ghirardelli makes 
brilliant sundaes, ‘ole band went there last time we came ‘ere." 

"That sounds perfect," Nicko declared, now taking the lead as they headed for the nearest clam chowder kiosk. 
They sat down at a picnic table overlooking the water with a view of Alcatraz, and savoured their meal. As 
they ate, they talked about everything and anything that didn't have to do with Iron Maiden. Nicko waxed 
enthusiastic about golf, which wasn't a game Steve had ever played, and so the drummer made plans to teach 
his partner the basics as soon as possible. Steve spoke of his interest in photography and made Nicko blush 


when he said he wanted to take some pictures of him. 


"Dunno wot ye want pictures uv me fer," Nicko mumbled. "Not 's'f ‘m ‘andsome ‘r anyfink" His hand went up 


almost automatically, covering his nose. 

Steve reached across the table and took his partner's hand, gently pulling it down again. "Ain't nuffink wrong wif 
yer looks," he said firmly. "I ‘appen ta loik yer nose. Gives yer face character, it does. ‘N' ye got the ‘appiest 
smile | ever seen on anyun" 

"Ye really fink so?" Nicko asked. 

"Yeah, | do," Steve said firmly. He started to say something else when an annoyed-sounding screech interrupted. 
"Oh, come onl" a tipsy-appearing woman snapped, glaring at the two men. "Can't you goddam faggots stay in the 
Castro and away from normal people? Or better yet, go catch that gay plague you get from ass-fucking, and 
die, so the rest of us don't have to put up with any of you anymore!" 


"Wot ‘n the bludi ‘ell ye on bout?" Nicko asked, looking at the woman in confusion. 


She threw her hands in the air. "Figures. Faggot tourism, what the fuck's next? Why do | even stay in this 
fucking city?" 


She stomped off, trailed by two or three other women, the rearmost of whom glanced back at Steve and 
Nicko, mouthing the word, "Sorry!" in their direction 


Nicko's shoulders slumped. "Guess maybe goin’ out wasn't the best idea. M sorry, ‘Arry." 


Steve shook his head, his grip on Nicko's hand tightening gently. "Yes, ‘t was, ‘n' ye got nuffink ta be sorry fer," 
he said. "Wotever ‘er problem was, | ain't lettin’ it spoil nuffink. | just ‘ad a gud meal, wif the best comp'ny | c'n 


fink uv, ‘n’ now we're gonna go get ice cream, yeah?" 
"Yeah," Nicko said softly. "Fanks, ‘Arry." 
"Anytime, Nicko," Steve said just as softly. 


They got up from their table and picked up the paper plates their food had been served on, looking for the 
bins. They both laughed when a seagull, obviously used to tourists’ habits, swooped in to look under the table 
as soon as they stepped away, then popped back out and squawked at them for not dropping any food. Steve, 
who did have a small piece of bread left, tossed it at the bird, who caught it in mid-air and flapped away 
triumphantly. 


After binning their rubbish, Steve took Nicko's hand as they walked towards the famous ice cream and 
chocolate shop. They decided to share a hot fudge banana split with vanilla and caramel ice cream, hundreds 
and thousands, whipped cream, and the server making it put two cherries on top since they were obviously 


sharing the treat. 


Nicko grabbed a handful of serviettes and a pair of spoons as Steve carried the treat to one of the little 
wrought-iron tables out in front of the shop. They sat down and smiled at each other before tasting the 


confection. 


"Mm," Steve nearly moaned, a blissful smile on his face. "This's so gud!" He grinned as his partner ate one of 
the cherries and gestured for him to take the other as well. "Ye c'n ‘ave me cherry, Nicko," he said. And then 
he facepalmed, turning bright red. 


Nicko blinked and choked slightly. "Erm, fanks," he managed to squeak out, shifting a bit in his seat. But he 
reached out and grabbed the other cherry off the banana split, eating it along with some of the whipped 
cream. Then he leaned over to murmur into Steve's ear, "Regardin’ wot ye said, only when ye want me ter 
‘ave it, yeah?" 


Still blushing, Steve replied, "Next time we ain't got a show the next day." He took a big bite of the ice cream, 
hoping to cool his cheeks. 


"| loik that idea," Nicko said, spooning up a bit of banana with a smile. 

They fell into a companionable silence as they concentrated on the banana split, occasionally feeding bites to 
one another. When they finished, Steve reached out to take Nicko's hand once more as they walked back to the 
hotel. 


Nicko smiled as Steve's calloused fingers slipped into his. "Fanks fer comin’ out wif me tight," he said. 


"Fanks fer takin! me out," Steve replied with a smile of his own. Up in their room, he flipped the security lock 
and tugged Nicko down for a soft kiss. "D'ye ‘ave anyfink in mind fer the rest uv the night?" 


"Just makin’ ye ‘appy," Nicko said before returning that kiss with interest. 


Steve pulled Nicko to the closer bed. "Y'know | wanna make ye ‘appy too." He blushed, ducking his head a little, 
but reached out to slide his hands under the drummer's t-shirt. 


Nicko smiled and pulled his shirt off. "Got a better idea wot ye want now, do ye?" he teased the bassist lightly. 


"Wanna get yer clothes off, 's fer sure," Steve said, meeting his partner's eyes despite his burning cheeks. He 
tugged his own t-shirt over his head before wrapping his arms around Nicko and leaning in to capture his lips 


in a burning kiss. 


Nicko moaned softly as he pulled Steve closer, his big hands tracing the smaller man's spine as he melted into 


that kiss. 


Steve pulled back just enough to murmur, "Yer ‘ands feel so gud, Nicko. | luv it when ye touch me, luv knowin’ 


ye want me 's much's | want ye." 


"God, ‘Arry, ye tryin’ ta kill me ‘ere?" Nicko groaned. He slipped his hands under the waistband of his partner's 
trousers to knead his firm arse cheeks. 


With a moan of his own, Steve fumbled for the fastenings of Nicko's trousers, unconsciously licking his lips at 
the sight of his partner's erection straining the fabric of his pants. Pushing the trousers down and mostly out 
of the way, the bassist pulled Nicko closer once more, rubbing the bulge in his own trousers against his 
partner's. 


Nicko followed Steve's example, getting the smaller man's trousers out of the way before tugging him onto the 


bed and once again sliding his hands over that perfect arse. 


Steve nuzzled Nicko's neck. Encouraged by his partner's gasps, he kissed along the drummer's jawline before 
sucking at his neck, unthinkingly leaving a mark. "Wanna try sumfink," he murmured. 


"Anyfink ye wanna try," Nicko murmured in return. He pulled the smaller man on top of himself as he lay back 


on the bed. 


"Yer delicious," Steve breathed, licking his way down Nicko's torso, hesitating slightly when he came to the 
taller man's pants. Taking a deep breath, he nuzzled against the bulge there before hooking his thumbs into the 
waistband of his pants and gently tugging them off. Then he leaned down and ran his tongue up the underside 
of Nicko's shaft. 


"Oh... ‘Arry.. thats." Nicko arched up into Steve's mouth with a strangled shout, his hands sinking into his 


lover's cascade of curls. "Feels brilliant." 


Steve purred as he drew Nicko's shaft into his mouth and started a slow, steady rhythm of suction, paying 
close attention to his lover's reactions and making sure to repeat anything that got a particularly favourable 


response. 


Nicko moaned, trying not to choke Steve by thrusting too hard. He nearly came undone when his lover started 
grinding against his leg and tugged lightly on Steve's hair to get his attention "Arry.. turn ‘round, luv, | gotta 
taste ye too," he gasped out. 


Steve wasted no time stripping off his pants and switching his position. He moaned when he felt Nicko’s lips 
close around his erection and tried to concentrate on giving his lover pleasure but knew he couldn't hold back 


for long. 


Nicko recognised the signs and purred as he intensified his oral action. He purred and brought one hand up to 
caress Steve's arse once again, only this time he trailed his fingers down the split and just gently probed at 


the tight pucker there. 


Steve's breath caught, then exploded from him as his hips rocked down towards his lover. He pulled back to 


moan out, "Nicko... Nicko, please..." 


Nicko just moaned and kept up his actions, caressing Steve's length with his tongue even as his hands teased at 


Steve's entrance. 
"Nicko... l.. ohhhh!" Steve groaned as he tipped over the edge. 


The big drummer eagerly swallowed the liquid suddenly filling his mouth, his own excitement growing by the 
moment. He purred as Steve, still shaking from the aftershocks of his own orgasm, drew him back into his 
mouth and tried to emulate what he'd done to the smaller man. Nicko didn't even try to prolong the experience, 
just reveling in the sensations. He felt himself throbbing and warned his lover, "M so close, ‘Arry.. feels so 
gud." 


Instead of pulling back, Steve bobbed his head faster and his hand trailed along Nicko's arse crack to hesitantly 
brush over his lover's entrance. Nicko moaned once more and flooded his mouth with salty liquid that he tried 
to swallow. He almost succeeded. 

After a long moment, Nicko nudged Steve into turning around again, pulling the smaller man close and kissing 
him deeply. "That was... bludi brilliant, luv," he whispered. "N' this's even better. He spooned up against the 
smaller man with a smile. "Ye make the best teddy bear," he teased. 

"Worker," Steve murmured sleepily, the grin audible in his voice. 


"Don't need to, when yer wif me," Nicko said with a chuckle. "G'night, ‘Arry.’ 


"G'night, Nicko." 


Revelations 


As the members of Iron Maiden boarded the bus to head to the venue for their San Francisco show, Bruce, 
Dave, and Adrian started to tease Steve and Nicko about the two of them ‘missing out' on the activities of the 


previous night. 


"telling you, mates, | ain't never seen a bird that flexible before," Dave said. “Swear to God, she put her feet 
on top of her head. Pity you didn't come out with us and seen her for yourselves, right, H?" 


Adrian, who tended to be quiet, but observant, noticed a mark on Nicko's neck, half-hidden by his hair. "| dunno, 


Davey, looks to me like they managed to find some entertainment for themselves," he said with a grin. 


Nicko, who hadn't looked too carefully in the mirror that morning, being in the habit of shaving at the venue 
before the shows as his way of getting off by himself for a bit to get into the appropriate headspace, 

shrugged. "Dunno wot yer talkin’ ‘bout," he said. "We went down Fisherman's Wharf, got sum clam chowder in 
bread bowls. 'N' got ice cream, too.. wot's the place called, ‘Arry, the ice cream place? Ye said ye went there 


last time ye played ‘ere.” 
"Hmm? Oh, Ghirardelli," Steve said. 
‘Oh, so what did you do, pick up some birds with the ice cream?" Dave asked. 


"Nah, mate, seriously, dunno wot yer on ‘bout," Nicko insisted. "Only bird | noticed was sum seagull beggin’ fer 


scraps. ‘Arry gave it a bit uv ‘is bread bowl." 


Steve looked over, curious as to why the guitarists seemed so certain that he and Nicko had picked up one or 
more girls the previous night, and his eyes grew wide when he spotted the hickey he honestly didn't remember 
giving to Nicko. He blushed and ducked his head. 


Bruce noticed Steve's sudden blush and looked from him to the drummer. His eyes narrowed at seeing the 
obvious hickey on Nicko's neck, standing out in dark contrast to his pale skin even half-hidden under the ends 
of his hair. "Nick," he said carefully, "Go look yourself over in the loo, would you?" 


The still-oblivious drummer looked puzzled, but shrugged. "I c'n do that," he said, standing up and making his 
way to the bus's toilet. A moment later, a heartfelt, "Ohh, ‘kin helll" sounded from the tiny cubicle. 


Dave and H promptly burst into raucous laughter. Bruce chuckled along with them, but kept his attention on 
Steve, who looked as though he wanted to hide behind his own hair. 


Nicko emerged from the loo, slightly red-faced, as Dave grinned at him. "So, mate, wanna change your story up 


any?" the guitarist asked. 


Bruce caught the quick glance Nicko darted in Steve's direction. Surely not? Steve had rejected his advances 
during the last tour, stammering an excuse that he wasn't comfortable with sleeping with a bandmate. Bruce 
had assumed that he'd read the bassist wrong, that Steve simply wasn't interested in men.. or that he 
perhaps wasn't much interested in sex at all, given how seldom he saw the man taking advantage of what the 
groupies offered. Maybe Steve looked so flustered because he'd walked in on Nicko with a groupie; God knew 
the bassist was uptight enough to still be embarrassed by it today. 


The big drummer attempted to put on a snooty air as he resumed his seat. "A gennelmun never kisses ‘n 


tells," he said. 
Dave hooted at Nicko's answer. "Like you'd ever pass for a gentleman," he teased. 


"Ill ʻave.. have you know, | c'n be just as much a gennel.. gentlemun as any uv ye," Nicko retorted, trying - and 


failing - to mask his Cockney accent by imitating the RP speech of the BBCI news anchors. 
"And since when have any of us claimed to be gentlemen?" H asked with a mischievous grin. 


Nicko's booming laughter filled the bus. "Arright, ye got me there," he said. "Still, | ain't." He broke off as 
Steve's hand landed lightly on his shoulder. 


"Sarright," Steve said softly. Nicko looked over at Steve, quirking a brow. Steve nodded, then took a deep 
breath. "That's frum me," he said, almost too quietly to be heard. "Me ‘n’ Nicko, we're tgevver. Reckoned we 


oughtta tell ye, ‘fore ye found out sum other way, yeah?" 
Dave and H goggled at them. "Wait, you.. together... huh?" they sputtered. 


Nicko smiled and reached up to put his hand over Steve's. "Yeah, ‘Arry ‘n’ me, we got tgevver coupla weeks 
back.. day we went ta that State Fair." Figuring that Steve wouldn't want his fear of heights broadcast to 
everyone, he simply said, "Gotta fank Bruce fer wantin’ ta trade me fer the single that night, might not uv 


‘appened wifout us sharin’ the room." 


Bruce, a hard expression on his face, got up and stormed off to the back lounge of the bus, somehow 


managing to slam the sliding door. 


"Bludi ‘hell," Steve said. "I fought you two might uv ‘ad a problem wif us but didn't fink Bruce would. Not like ʻe 


don't swing bofe ways 'imself." 


"He'll get over it," Dave said with a shrug. "Think he don't like being caught by surprise is all. He got over me 
and H quick enough." 


"Yeah, ‘ope so.. wait, wot?" Steve did a doubletake at the guitarists, who cracked up again, even as Nicko also 


goggled at them. 


"Blimey, Harry, you two really didn't know?" Adrian asked, still laughing. "Guess we been better'n | thought at 
keeping quiet. Davey and | swing both ways too, and we've been together since our Urchin days." He started to 
say more, but they pulled in at the venue and had to go in and start their show preparations. 


All through the show, though, Steve noticed that Bruce seemed to actively avoid him onstage, focusing his 
attention on the two guitarists and all but ignoring himself and Nicko. Oh, he remained professional, put on a 
good show for the crowd and all, but the whole band could see he wasn't being his usual hyper self. After 
their final bows, Bruce was the first to the showers, the first to dress, and the first one on the bus. 


Concerned that whatever was going on with the singer might end up affecting the band, Steve followed. "Bruce, 


c'n | ‘ave a word?" 


"Yeah, sure," Bruce said He plodded towards the back lounge, Steve following. Throwing himself onto the sofa, 
he asked, "What do you want, then?" 


| want ta know wot's wrong," Steve said "Ye been actin’ off since me ‘n' Nick let ye all know we're tgevver 


earlier." 


Bruce frowned and turned away for a long moment, then whirled back to face the bassist. "Why him, Steve?" 
he asked "More to the point, why not me? We could've been fucking for over a year now, no worries if we 
didn't manage to pull anyone after shows and all. You're a handsome bloke, and I'd venture to say I'm not too 
ugly. We could've been good together. | figured I'd got it wrong and you didn't like blokes, back when you turned 
me down, so yeah, this is a bit of a shock" 


Steve blinked. "Right... wasn't wot | ‘xpected ta ‘ear. Lemme ask ye sumfink, Bruce, why's first fink ye say is we 


could uv been fuckin’ fer a year?" 
"Well, because we could've been," Bruce said impatiently. 


"But that's it?" Steve asked quietly. "Ye just want summun ‘andy ta fuck when ye want? Friends wif benefits, | 
fink | ‘eard it called?" 


"Well, yeah," Bruce said. "What else is there?" 


‘Carin’ fer summun else," Steve said, blushing. "I learned years back, me ‘eart's got a.. a connection to me cock 
Ain't nearly so gud fer me, jus' poppin’ off wif summun, ‘f | don't care ‘bout ‘em. 'F I'd said yes when ye made 
that pass at me, we might uv ‘ad fun fer a bit, yeah. But I'd always be wantin’ more'n yer willin' ta give - bea 
gud chance I'd come ta ‘ate ye fer it, ‘n’ we'd start fightin... more'n we do arready, | mean.. and maybe even 


fuck up the ‘ole band." 


"No, | would.. td just.. no, you're right," Bruce said with a sigh. "We do fight too much already, stubborn pair of 
twats that we are. And | would end up annoyed at best if you wanted me to take you on dates and not see 
other people and all that rot. | suppose Nicko thinks the same way you do, then?" 


"Yeah," Steve said, not going into detail. "Mind, | ain't sayin’ yer way's wrong 'r anyfink, not ‘f yer ‘appy wif it. | 


just... it ain't me, y'know?" 


"Yeah, | guess," Bruce said. He gave a quick grin and added, "Well, if you and Nicko ever break up and you decide 
to try my way for a bit, keep me in mind, yeah?" 


Steve chuckled "No promises, mate. But fink uv this, yer getting the single frum now on, since Davey 'n’ H let 
slip that they been tgevver fer years." 


"Brilliant," Bruce said with another grin. "Thanks, Harry.” 
"Yer welcome," Steve said as the bus pulled up at the hotel. 
"Everyfink arright?" Nicko asked as Steve emerged from the back lounge ahead of Bruce. 


"Yeah, tell ye once we're upstairs," Steve said. They collected any personal items they'd brought with them, and 
Bruce headed for the bar while the rest of them trooped up to their rooms. 


Once inside and with the door locked behind them, Nicko looked at Steve. "Bruce dint try ‘avin’ a go at ye 'r 
nuffink?" he asked. 


Steve shook his head. "No. Fink ‘e's a bit jealous uv ye. Took me by s'prise, cos | din't fink ‘e gave me anovver 
fought once | told ‘im no. But | got ‘im ta fink a bit, ‘n' | fink ʻe gets it now, why | fought ‘im ‘n’ me tgewver 's 
a bad idea" He smiled softly and slipped his arms around the big drummer. "Got everyfink | could want, right 


‘ere wif ye, Nicko" 


Nicko wrapped his arms around Steve, relaxing as he leaned his cheek on the smaller man's hair. "M glad uv 
that," he murmured. "Cos | fink I'm fallin’ in luv wif ye, ‘Arry.” 


Steve lifted his face to give Nicko a heartfelt kiss. "Oh, Nicko," he said, "I fink ‘m fallin’ in luv wif ye, too." 


Flight of Icarus 


Steve slowly drifted awake, curled up with Nicko's solid warmth spooned up against his back and snoring softly. 
He grinned to himself as he realised that the drummer's snoring had gotten much quieter since they got 
together, but only in hotel rooms, not on the bus. Nicko slept on his back when alone or in his bunk, which 
increased his volume of his snoring by a lot. Well, maybe next tour they could set up the itinerary in a way 


that would let them stay in hotels more often than on the bus. 


He hated the zig-zagging about that they'd done both last tour and this, feeling that it wasted petrol as well 
as time. Going from, say, San Francisco to Los Angeles to San Diego made sense. Going from San Francisco to 
San Diego, then back north to Los Angeles, not so much. He'd make a mental note to talk to Rod about it when 
he had the chance, but for now, at least they had the next couple of days off. 


"Quit finkin’ so ‘ard, ‘Arry," Nicko mumbled. "Yer tensin’ up." The drummer brushed Steve's curls aside to press 


a kiss to the back of his neck. 


‘Sorry, Nick," Steve murmured, blowing out a long breath and willing himself to relax again. He couldn't help but 
smile at the brush of Nicko's lips on his neck and snuggled back against his partner's bulk with a quiet purr. He 
blushed a litle when his own body responded to Nicko's morning wood pressing against his arse, but managed 
to tease the drummer a bit, asking, "Did ye stuff yer drumsticks down yer trousers, or are ye just that ‘appy 
twake up wif me ‘ere?" 


Nicko's chuckle rumbled quietly in his ear. "Ye know 'm that ‘appy wakin up wif ye in me arms." His hand slid 
down from where it rested against Steve's chest, to brush over the smaller man's hip and groin. "Seems | ain't 


the only un wakin' up ‘appy, yeah?" 


Steve smiled and shifted to face his partner. "Yer ‘oldin' me, so yeah, 'm ‘appy. ‘N' | was finkin’ ‘bout that date 


we ‘ad back in San Francisco, ‘n’ sum uv wot we talked ‘bout." 

"We talked ‘bout lotsa finks," Nicko said with another warm chuckle. "Wot bit ye finkin’ ‘bout?" 

"At Ghirardelli, sharin’ that banana split... ‘n! wot | said ye could ‘ave," Steve said, blushing. 

Nicko's eyes widened. "Yer sure?" he asked softly. 

"Yeah," Steve said. "| wanna.. | wanna feel ye inside me," he whispered shyly. "Will ye make me yers?" 

"God, ‘Arry, yes," Nicko murmured, leaning in to nuzzle the bassist's ear. "Wotever yer wantin’ frum me, ye 
know I'll give ye." He hopped out of bed long enough to grab his toiletry kit and extract a small bottle of lube, 
then slid back in beside Steve. He coated his fingers as he pressed soft, open kisses down Steve's shoulders and 


chest. Moving lower, he flicked his tongue teasingly along the length of his lover's shaft while gently pressing a 
single finger into his tight entrance. 


"Oh!" Steve gasped a little as that finger slipped inside, feeling a sting along with an unfamiliar yet oddly 
arousing feeling of fullness. He bucked his hips a little, not sure if he wanted that finger to go away or if he 
wanted it to plunge deeper inside of himself. 


"Easy, ‘Arry, try ‘n' relax," Nicko whispered. "T'will stop ‘hurtin’ in a minute, yeah? ‘M gonna make ye feel 
brilliant” He slowly kissed his way back up Steve's torso while wrapping his other hand around the smaller 


man's erection. 


Steve moaned softly as his body grew accustomed to the new sensation. As Nicko promised, the pain quickly 
dissipated. He thrust back slowly, wanting to feel more. "Feels gud," he whispered. 


Eyes dark with desire as he watched his boyfriend carefully for signs of distress, the big drummer started 
thrusting his finger in and out of Steve's opening. He smiled, leaning in to capture his lover's lips in a passionate 
kiss. 


Moaning into that kiss, Steve let his hands wander over his lover's torso and lower, tracing the muscles and 


just brushing against his throbbing erection 


Nicko moaned and broke the kiss, pulling his hips back. “Easy, luv," he whispered. "| wanna make sure this is gud 


fer ye." He carefully worked in a second finger, his heated eyes never leaving Steve's face. 


"Arready feels brilliant," Steve agreed, then gasped and bucked up as Nicko's fingers brushed over something 
that sent a bolt of pure desire arcing through his body. "Oh! That.. that.. more!" 


Nicko's breath caught. “Bludi ‘ell, ‘Arry, d'ye know ‘ow ‘ot ye look right now?" Nicko murmured, working his 
fingers within his lover's body and adding a third. 


Steve moaned as his lover's fingers hit that one spot again and again. "Nick... please.. need ye..." 


Panting, Nicko coated his shaft with the lube and slowly withdrew his fingers. "Yer sure?" he murmured. "On 


yer knees, then, luv.." 


It took Steve a moment, but with a nudge from the drummer, his brain caught up with what Nicko wanted him 
to do and he rolled over, getting to his hands and knees. He looked back to see his lover up on his own knees 
between his spread legs, then cried out as he felt Nicko's cock slowly sinking into his passage. "Oh... bludi ‘ell. so 
gud." 


"God, ‘Arry.." Nicko groaned as he pressed forward, encasing his cock in the tight heat of his lover's body. He 
reached around to stroke Steve's shaft as he started a slow and sensuous thrusting. 


driving him crazy. His back arched and his hips rocked against Nicko as his cock throbbed in his lover's hand. 


"Please..." 


Nicko let his desire take over, holding Steve's hip to steady himself as he thrust faster and harder while 


matching the pace with the hand on his lover's cock. "So gud.." he moaned. "So close... now, luv!" 

Steve shuddered as a slight change in angle pushed him over the edge. "Nicko.." he cried out as he exploded. 
Gasping for breath, Nicko strained forward with an inarticulate cry as his own climax burst from him. Stil 
shaking, he gathered Steve up against himself and rolled them to the side, pressing feathersoft kisses to the 
back of the smaller man's neck. "Ye arright?" he whispered softly. "T'was amazin, luv." 

Curled up with Nicko spooned around him, Steve thought he'd never felt so.. so.. cherished, as silly as that 
sounded. But it fit. He felt warm, safe, happy, and most of all, loved. "Brilliant," he whispered, a goofy smile on 


his face. "Fanks." 


"Wotre ye fankin me fer?" Nicko asked, a low chuckle rumbling in his chest, pressed against Steve's back. "Yer 
the one ‘oo let me be yer first." 


Steve wiggled around until he faced his lover. "M fankin’ ye fer makin’ me first time brilliant," he replied. "Fer 
‘oldin’ me 'n' all, that day we got stuck on the Ferris wheel. Dunno ‘f I'd ever got brave enuf to let ye know ‘ow 


| feel, ‘f ye 'adn't blurted out that ye'd imagined 'oldin me." 


"Bless me big mouf, fer once," Nicko laughed, kissing the tip of Steve's nose. "Soon's | said it, | was sure I'd just 


cost meself me job." 
"Never ‘appen,’ Steve said, smiling. "I luv ye, Nicko." 


"I luv ye, too, ‘Arry," Nicko said softly. 


